TWO SYMPHONIES

at the foot of a little crucifix of ivory and ebony, stood a
mahogany prie-dieu covered with dark red velvet. Across
the crucifix, and half concealing it, Jay a small sprig of
box, hanging from a pink ribbon and fastened to one arm
of the cross. The quiet solemnity of the hour came like a
call to prayer. Forgetting what I had come for and the
vain curiosity that had brought me to the spot, I left
Cagiymr to arrange the flowers according to his fancy on
the comer of a chest of drawers, and looked at nothing
more in the room: "It is here then," I thought, "in this
great bed, that good old Madame Roche will soon be
ending her quiet days, sheltered from every breath of
life. . . , O ships questing for storms, how tranquil a
haven is this!"

In the meantime, Casimir was getting impatient with
his Sowers; the heavy-headed dahlias had been too much
for him and the whole bouquet had toppled over on to
the floor.

"Do come and help me/' said he at last.

But when I took his place and began struggling with
the flowers, he ran across to a bureau at the other end of
the room and proceeded to open it.

*Tm going to write the promise for you to sign about
coming back," he said*

"That's right," I replied, still keeping up my little
piece of humbug. "Be quick though; your aunt might be
cross if she saw you fumbling about in her writing-table,"

"Oh, my aunt's in the kitchen; besides, she never
scolds me."

In the most painstaking fashion he covered a piece of
notepaper with his handwriting.

"Now come and sign."

I went over to the writing-table.

"But, Oasimk," J said laughing, "there's no need for
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